HONGKONG—MACAO
paralysed hindquarters after her, with a dry slithering
sound, along the passage to the bedroom door.
After supper Mr. Charleton drank Chinese wine and was
nearly overcome by the extraordinary happiness of his
life. 'We've all had that picture, 'Love Locked Out', in
our rooms!' he shouted at Herr Meyer, who replied that
the lemonade had been adulterated with petroleum. The
rain poured down on the roof, and the insects descended
upon us in myriads—there were beetles in the tea, midges
in the air, and great whiskered creatures trying to crawl
out of the beer-glasses. 'Haven't I given you three tins of
pate defoie gras at three dollars fifty each?' cried Charle-
ton; and Meyer retorted: 'At Christmas I shall come back
with a couple of friends and smash this lousy hole to bits.'
'I'll never have another Fritz inside my door,' said Charle-
ton. 'The last one couldn't pay his bill—and do you know
what he left me instead? A German flag!' At this point
the house-boys created a diversion by bursting the bath-
room boiler. 'The whole place is flooding,' observed Charle-
ton, philosophically. 'I don't care. I hope you two kids
will have a grand life. Drink to the poor old man next
Christmas Eve. I shall be dead by then. God bless.'
During the night the Demon left us abruptly in a tre-
mendous gust of wind which flung wide the bedroom
doors and extinguished the lamps. It was no longer diffi-
cult to tear ourselves away from Journey's End. Next
morning even the novices of this all-too-charming monas-
tery appeared in a more pros.aic aspect—they were merely
Chinese servants awaiting iheir cumshaws. Having re-
ceived them they giggled shamefacedly—as Europeans
giggle over Sex—and asked for a little, a very little, just a
trifle more.
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